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the bargaining, and he called for the coffee. While
we were drinking it and conversing of other matters,
I said to him, " Arapi, why do you ask such absurd
prices ? You know that the cushions are not worth
so much." " Oh," he replied, " you are rich and
can afford it." "What makes you think I am
rich?" I asked. "You travel about and see the
world, and take your pleasure," he said. " But I
am not rich," I said; "I am a workingman; I do
not travel for pleasure, but to earn my living. I am
a scribe, and am paid for what I write, and what I
earn is all I have to live on. I have no properly."
" Is that true ? " he asked me, earnestly, looking me
in the eyes. " That is quite true; I have nothing
but what I earn," I replied; " I make the living of
my family in this way. If I do not write we have
no bread*" The cushions had meanwhile been sent
back to his house, as he kept all his fine goods there \
and, without another word to me, he shouted to his
shop boy to go and get them, and, when brought,
he threw them to me, saying, " Take them and give
me what you like."

I always found that the Mussulman merchants
were more trustworthy in their dealings with me than
the Christians, and, though there was, as a matter of
course, at first an amount of bargaining and beating
down the prices, which was expected, they never
attempted to deceive me in the quality of the goods,
and they often called my attention to articles of
artistic or archaeological value, which were cheap,
and when they came to know me well they gave me,